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The T rage die of 

Then can my care tunde tongue deliticr him. 

King. Mine eare is operand my heartprepard, 

The word is worldly lofte thou canft vnfold. 

Say, is my Kingdome loft? Why twas my care, 

And what lofte is it to. bp rid ofcarc? 

Striues Hulling rook to: teas greatas we? ; 

Greater he lhalinotbe : lfhe.ferue God,.. 

Week ferae tiim too, and be his fellow fo. 
lleuolt our Subie&es? that we can not mende, 

They brealce their faythtp God as well as vs : 

Cry woe.dcftru &ipn, mine, and decay, 

The worft is death, and death will haue his day. 

Suoo. Glad am I, t'natyourHighnefle is foarmdc- 
T o beare the tydings, of calami tie, 
tike an vnfeafohablc ftormie day. 

Which make the.filucr Riuers drowne their /bores. 

As if the world were all diflolude to tearcs. 

So high abouc his limits fwels the rage 
OfBnlIingbrooke,coi:cring your fearcfull land f 
With hat'd bright ftcele,and heartsharder then ftecle : 

White heards haue armd their thinne and hairelcfte fealps 
Agaihft.thy Maicftie : and hoyes with womens vovees 
Striueto fpeake bigge,and clap their female ioynts 
In ftilfe vnwildic arnica , againft tliy Crowne, 

Thy very headf-menleame to bend their browes, . 

Of double fatall.woe.againft thy ftate. . 

Y ea diftafFe women manr.age ruftie bilks r 
Againft tjiy.fcgtpbothyoung and old rcbelf, . 

And all goes worfethen I haue power to tell/ ' 

King. T o well. to well thou tflft a tale fo ilh- 
Whcre is theEarle of Wildhire ? whereas Bagatr 
What is become of Buftiie? where is Grecae?- 
That they haue let the dangerous eneraie 
Meafure our confines with fucli pcacefhll fteps, 
Xf.vvepreuaile, their heads (hall pay for it : 

* I warrantthcy.haue made peace with ftulfiiigbropkc. 

Scro. Peacehaue they made with hinsindeedemy Lord. 
Oh viUainc^wgm,4amnd wulmut redemption, 
* ■■ Dogs 
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Kirtg Richard the Second. • 

Dogs cafily vvdimetpfavynebnany man. ' 

Snakes in n;y heart bloud w armd, that ftingmy heart j 
Three Iudaflcs,each onethricc ivorfethenludas. 

Would they make peace ; terrible hell 

Make warrevpon their fpottedfoules for this, .nr , . 

Scro. Sweets louc's(I.{be)changing : his property 
T urnes to the fowreft and mod deadly hate. 

Againe vneurfe their foules, their peace is made, 

With head, and not with hand s .tho'fc whom you curfe 
Haue felt the worft of deaths deftroying wound. 

And lie lull low grau’din the hollow ground. 

Ann. Is Bu fine,Grcene,and the-Earle ofWilt/hrre dead? 
Sc d. yea,alloi tiiem at Briftow loft their heads. 

Anm. Whereis the Dukeany father with his power? 
K**g. No matter where, of -comfort no man fpcalcc. 
Letstalkc of graucs,ofvvoi'rnes, and Epitaphs, -j ■. 

Make dull our paper, and with ranfoeyes , . 

Write forrow on the bofome of the earth. 

Tets choofe Executors andralkeofwils : 

And y et not fo, for \vhat can we bequeath, 

Saue eur depofed bodies to. the ground? 

Our lands,our hues, and all arclulliflgbrooks, 

And nothing can we call ottr ownc, but death, 

And that fmall modell ofthe barren earth, 

WhichJeruesas paftc andcoucr toour bones.v 
For Gods, fake let vs fit vpon the ground, 

And tell fad ftoties of the death oflCings, 

How fome haue beene depofde/ome flaine in war, 

Some haunted by the ghofts they haue depofed. 

Some poyfoned by their wiucs,fomefiecpingkild,j 
All murthcred : for within the hollow Crowne 
That rounds the mortall temples of a King, 

Keepes death his court, and . there the antique fits, 

Scoffing his ftate, and grinning at his pompe. 

Allowing him a breath,a little fceanc, . 

To Monarchife,be feard,and kill with lookes, 

Infufing him with felfe and vaine conceit, 

A* iftkis fleih which yyalles a bout our life. 

Fa Were 





